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CAST OF CHARACTERS

Senator }In.;;-rl-.- political and -
financin! autocrat of ! Masonburg.

Stephen Fletcher, editor, who
disputes Mason's rule,

Mrs. Mason, wife of the senator.

Mrs. Fletcher, wifé of the editor.

Rose Mason, student al seml-
nary, in love with Tom.

Tom Fletcher, captain of cadets

& )
I'1* WILSON
WOODROW

AUTHOR OF “THE SIL.
VER BUTTERFLY,"“SAL- |
LY SALT,” “THE BLACK
PEARL” ETC."
NOVELIZED FROM THE SE-
RIES OF PHOTOPLAYS OF THE
SAME NAME RELEASED BY
(ﬂml EXCHANGE.

Copprigie. ok, by M. Wikes Wendre )

wantonly attacked me. Let the law
deal! with him.*™

“But he——"

*Take him eout, boys™ ordered
Fletcher, “and turn him over to a po-
liceman. As soon as 1 can get my
head tled up, I'll come around to the
station and make the formal charge."

“And TI'll charge you with criminal

libel!" yelled Mason, ™ “with criminal
libel and "

“S8hut up!" snapped the reporter.
clapping his hand, none too gently,

over the captive's mouth, “shut up and
come along quietly, or we'll drag you
out by the heels. And never go suing

at & military academy, In (love any paper for criminal libel, either.

with Rose. ~ If you do, they're apt to prove It on
Attorney Davenport, who » con- you'" .

duets Tom's defense. ! In the Masonburg policé court, an

E hour Iater, Fletcher's testimony

District Attorney. ‘ (backed by that of his office boy, who

s s |had mseen the whole Aght), proved

A - clearly that Mason had been the ag-

TENTH STORY. gressor.
. Even the mag!strate—who owed his
FIRST DAY appointment to the Senator—had no op-

Senator Mason, lor more Years 1than
moat people cared to remember, had)held
the thriving little up-state city of " Ma-
sonburg in his vest pockert,

He was the city's richest man, the
county’'s political boss and Its leading
carporation lawyer. Though a decade had
parsed, since his single term in the sen-
ate, he still bore the proud courtesy-
title of “senator.’” In Masonpurg and in
Somers county, his will was suprgme
His ancestors had founded and named
his home city, and he ruled that clty
as he chose

And now, after a quarter century of
such unassalled czardom as only a smal’
city magnate can exercise, his sway w
protested.

It was not a fellow milllonaire or an-
other politiclan who challenged his rule.
That would have been easier to bear. No,
his enemy was no greater personage than
Stephen Fletcher, owner and edlitor of
the local newspaper.

Fletcher had recently
paign of news stortes and editoriais
attacking the Senator In person. and
his financial and political methods and
his sources of wealth It was very
frritating. Doubly so. because all that
Fletcher said about Mason was true
Moreover, even the most tactful of the
Senator's emissaries had wholly failed to
“buy off’" the editor or to scare him into
sflence.

The attacks continued, and grew more
and more virulent People were be-
ginning to eve Mison askance Papers
In other cities were printing some of the
more apicy of Fletcher's statements.

begun A cam-

Little by little, Senator Mason had
worked himself into a homicidal rage
againat this foe who would neither be

bribed nor bluffed Into submlssion, The

climax came one day when, opening his

morning paper. ““The Masonburg Daily

Appeal ™ Mason read these two-column

headlines on the front page:

MASON CHARGED WITH CONTRACT
FRAUDS

Millionaire-Statesman Fails to Explain
Discrepancy in Electric-Lighting
Bids and Bill Rendered to City

The Senator read the headlines six
timesa Then, fuming and muttering, he
read the news gtory beneath them. Turn-

ing to the editorial page, his evea fell
on a ‘“leader” entitled “‘Mason's Rawest
Denl, Yet.™

With a snort llke a baited bull's, the
Senator snatched up his hat and hia
heavy walking stick. and stamped out
of his office Five minutes later he
stormed into the city room of the “Dally
Appeal” and, brushing aslde an office
boy who tried to bar hila way, burst
unannounce] into Stephen Fletcher's pri-
Vvale sanctum d

The editor was zlancing over a sheaf
of smudged proof sheets He looked up,
with no greal show of interest, as his
visitor entered Fletcher was not sur-
prised by the call. He had been expect-
ing something of the sort for =
time

“Well, Senator Mason.," he sald curtly
to the purple-faced millionaire who was
bearing wrathfully down upon him, “"“what
can I do for you?

I came here,’ thundered the senator,
“to order you to cease these unwarrant-
ed assauils upon my character, and to
retract thia vile—""

“The moment the ‘assaults’ become
‘unwarranted.’ " returned Fletcher, “they
will cease. Until then, they shall con-
tinue—until | have broken up the politi-
cal crookedness that i= wrecking our clty
and county ) B

“Are you responsible for this outrage-
ous article?” demanded Mason, thrust-
ing the paper under Fletcher's noss. “Are
you? Speak up!

I am.”” answered Fletcher. 'and 1 have
here the proof shects of a much stronger
one lomorrow s paper. I give you
falr warning that 1-*

He got no further. Mason's rage burst
all bounds of self-control and sanity. With
a wordless bellow, the senator swung
his heavy cane aloft and brought It
whizzing down on Fletcher's unprotected
head

But the more fragile editor was as
nimble of body as of mind He leaped
sideways from his chair as the murder-
ous blow descended, and duck:? away
from (i, seizing his assallant’'s arm.

The two grappled. Up and down and
across the tiny office they pummeled and
wrestled and butted their way, clinging
together In a right unloving embrace,
as they fought.

It was not a battle that could have
hoped to win pralse from adepts in the
fistic art. For both men were somewhat
past middle age and of sedentary habit,
and neither was accustomed to active
warfare, other than that of the written
or spoken word

But, as It was their tussie was flerce-
Iy waged. And by reason of greater bulk
the senator presently began to get the
better of it

A= the office force, aroused by the
turmoil. ran pell-mell into the room,
Mason struck his opponent a chance
blow in the face that sent Fletcher
clean off his feet The editor fell,
hitting his head heavily agalnst the
corner of his desk

Before Mason could pursue his ad-
vantage, half a dozen men had seized
him and forced him, kicking and
snarling into a corner, where they
Beld him pinloned.

“Shall 1 beat him up for you, boss?
asked a sympathetle reporter, helping
the dazed and bleeding Fletcher to his
“S8ay the word, and I'll make
the big stiff look as if Von Hinden-
burg's army had been playing hand-
ball with him. ™

“No,” panted Fletcher, swaying and
weak as he clutched at the desk-
“ No. He deserves
it. but don't do it. 1 fight my own
battles. Besides, It would be against
law. And this paper is struggling
law and order in the community

He

W Mason has debauched
.

for

-l

long |

tion but to belleve the story. He made
the penalty as llght as possible, Impos-
irg upon Mason merely a fine of ten dol-
lars and an almost respectful command to
keep the peace In future

The Senator went out of court, volce-
less with fury, at hias foe's moral tri-
umph. He battered his raging brain for
some way to Injure the man he hated.

Fletcher returned to his office equally
enraged at the thrashing he had received
and the meager penalty meted out to has
assailant. His cut head swathed In band-
ages, he sat down to write a caustic ac-
count of the affair for the next day'y is-
sue of "The Appeal.” In due time both
warriors took their grievances to thelr
wives, and from each, according to her
kind, received full meed of sympathy.

Someraton la Afty miles. by rall, from
Masonburg. It ls a fairly pretty village,
noted chlefly for two Institutions that
honor It by thelr presence=. One of these
Is the Somerston Military Academy. The
other ls the Somerston Beminary for
Young Ladies. Stephen Fletcher's only
son, Tom, was a cadet captain In the
fcrmer. Senator Mason's only daughter,
Fose, was & member of the senlor class,
in the latter

Between the academy and seminary
thersa I8 supposedly no communication
whatever Cadets who glance interest-
edly at seminary girle on the village
streets are sharply reprimanded. Big-
eyed and fluffy-haired girls, who surrep-
titlously peep over the vine-clad wall of
the seminary groindz nz a souad of ca-
dets mareh past, are sent to their rooms
for the reat of the day.

Everything that professional minde can
devise to keep the giris and the cadets
from seeing anvthing of each other s
most rigidly enforced And In most In-
stances the rigid «fMort is completely
wasted. For youth and sdventuse have
ever proved too strong a comblnation for
age and reason to cope with.

Thus, nearly always between the two
echools thers was a half-dozen active
fiirtationa going on, unsuspected by the

authoritiea. One elopement would be
enough to ruin the prestige of both in-
stitutions. Yet, such an elopement oc-

curred, In spite of all the care taken by
the principals and the facultles to pre-
vent such a tragedy. Here are the brief
details of the romance

From earliest chlldhood Tom Fletcher
Aand Rose Mason had been sweecthearts
In kindergarten, In dancing school and
at church back at Masonburg they had
been Inseparable. That waa before the
Fletcher-Mason feud had begun.

And even after thelr respective fath-
ers had locked horns the two young peo-
ple had gravely agreed that thelr own
affalr need not be marred by parental
differences in which neither of them
sympathized. They cited the celebrated
case of Romeo and Jullet to prove that

family quarrels are no barrier to true
lave.

It was a very =erious und Important
matter, this romance between Rose Ma-

son and Tom Fletcher, as the romances
of the very young are 80 prone to be,
They decided that heaven had ordalned
them for each other—that no lives since
the birth of time could compare with
their=—that destiny had Inseparably link-
ed them. It wa=m all very beautiful, very
innocent, very Idiotie.

When Tom took his company on prac-
tice hlkes or on route march, he was
certain to lead them past the seminary
garden, at preciacly {(he moment that
Rose had chosen to walk there

If the cadets ever chanced to notlce
a flower dropped from the wall at their
raptain’s feet, or a threa-cornered note
flicked deftly across to her, they merely
grinned and kept their own counsel like
good fellown

But one day the girl dropped a note in
front of the_marching company which
contained more than the usual gushing
pledges of deathless love. Tom surrep-
titiously picked up the scrap of paper
from the roadside dust, palmed It, and
read:

"“Dear Heart: There is trouble—terrible
frouble. Old Mother Hinkle (the girl's
nickname for the seminary princlpal),
was nosing around In my room, this
morning, and, when I wasn't looking, she
opened my inner desk drawer, and found
a whole handful of your letters,

“Before 1 could stop her she read them.
8he was horrible about It. She says she
is going to write home to father, ask-
ing him to take me away in disgrace.
And =he |s writing to the principal of the
academy, telling him all about It, and
she says you will he expelied.

“Oh, Tom what are we golng to do? If
vou can come to the corner of the wall at
0 o'clock tenight. T'll try to steal out
there for a talk with you, and then we
can decide.

“1 am heartbroken. And I'm scared to
death. ROSE.”

A Nttle before 19 that night Tom Fletch-
er discarded his spruce gray unlform for
a clvilian sult and let himself down by
a rainpipe from his dormitory window.
Promptly at 10 he stood under the corner |
of the seminary garden's wall A jump
and his fingers clasped the coplng. A
wriggle and he sat astride the wall top,
looking down Into the dark garden below
him.

Presently a white and alender figure
emerged cautiously from among the
shadows that lay between the wall and
the seminary dormitorfes. Tom dropped
lightly to the ground and ran forward
to meet the newgomer.

“Oh, Tom!" shq whispered agitatedly,
ns their hands t In the dark, “I had
such an awful time getting here'! Mother
Hinkle seemed to suspect thing. Her
rcom’s at the head of the dormitory
stairs. And she sat there all evening
with the door wide open and the hall
lights turned up. She’s ther# vet for all
1 know. "1 couldn't get past her. So T
found a rope and let myself down from
my window. It hurt my hands awfully!”
“Poor little hands!” murmured ' Tom,
stooping to kise each of her smarting
g;.k palms !n turn. “It's a shame'

"

“But what are we %olng to do about
being expelled?” ehe broke lo, “Father

will be so crazy-mad at me. All the
more because it's you. He hates your
father so!™

“] wish 1 could turn all his cranky
temper on myself, dearest,” gald Tom,
“so you'd get none of It. You see 1—"

“And 1 feel worse about you than I do
about mysell,” she criedw. “It's everiaet-
Ing horrible disgrace for anybody to get
expelled from school. But it's lols worse
for a boy than for a girl. For It spoils
his whole career. And it's sdl my fault

“It was not your fault,” he denied, “it
was mine. And it was worth being ex-
pelled for—if it weren't for making you
feel s0 unhappy.”

“Hut what are we golng to do?"

“I've thought it all out very carefully”
Tom told her, “and I've hit on the only
solution. It's a daring sort of solution
and it will take lots of pluck. But it'll
mean whole lot-of nappiness for us.
Wil you do It?

“Yen. Of course. What s It?"

“We must get married.”

“Married " she achoed, amazged.
“But—""'

“We must get married right away,” he
insisted. “Then we'll go back to our
parents and tell them, and IU'll be too
lnte for thew ton mrV¥~ any kick. They
may be a little put out about it just at
firet. But they wove 4s too much not to
rome around. And dmd’'s promised me a
job ms soon as | leave,school. So I can
support you all right. And—and won't it
be wonderful?’

“But—but, Tom!" she stammered, “‘we
can't. We can't.”

“Why not?"

“We aren't of age or anything, and

Wk

“I'm twenty,”” he answered sturdily.
“In this state a man can marry at twen-
ty, and a girl can marry ‘at eighteen.
Those are the legal ages. S0 you see—'"

“But 1 won't bhe eighteen for three
months,'" she objected, “I'm only seven-

you need to do Is to write down your

blanks. No one will know. You look
eighteen, all right.”

“Hut ig that—honest?* she quavered.

“Why not? It I(sn't your fault you
aren’t eighteen. And you will be In three
months. And you're In ¥Your eighteenth
yvear, aren't you?' RBesides It's just a
formality."

“Yes, | suppose so.'"

“Oh, darling,” he pleaded. “Won't you
marry me—please? Think how glorious
it will be not to walt tlll we're years
nnd vears older, as we were afraid we'd
have to, but to marry right away and
be together alwaya!'

“Yes!"™ she surrendered,
frightened rapture.

He kissed her. And she clung to him,
weeping a little. Presently he sald:

“I've thought out the arrangement, too.
I'm not going back to the academy at
all. I'll sleep somewnere gutdoors to-
night. You'd better spend the night In
some part of the seminary where they
won't be apt to look for vou and where
you can get out at daylight. before
thev're up, I'll meet you here at half-
rast five In the morning. We'll eatch the
%48 milk train to Masonburg and go
stralght to the city hall, there, for a
license, Then we'll get that new Presby-
terian minister up on Avon Place to
marty us. He doesn’'t know us and he's
heen In Masonburg only a meonth or two,
After that we'll go to wvour father and
mother and tell them all about it.”

“'Oh, Tom!" she declared., “you're won-
derful! You're a regular Napoleon' You
think of everything."

“No,” he contradicted gafly. *I don't
think of anything except you, darling.*

And so they parted for the night.

- - - - - - -

Hbrary

sighing In

Senator Mason sat in the of

his big house on Masonburg’s widest
resldence strect. He had just finlshed
rending “The Appeal’'s’” trenchant ac-

count of the preceding day's fight in the
newspaper office, and a three-column re-
port of certain recent franchise deals
wherein the Senator was alleged to have
rlayed a somewhat doubtful role.

Mason waxed apopleptlie with Indigna-
tion a® he read. Nor was hls wrath les-
sened by a front-page cartoon of him-
self, In gulse of n holdup man, ehouting
“Your Franchise or Your Life’ to a
group of trembling city fathers

His wife—a sallow, perpatually timid
woman—sat at hig side, trying in valn
to assuage his wrath. Her well-meant
condolences served only to make him
the angrier.

She was In morta] terror of the domi-
nating husband, and pathetically anxlous
to please him. Alwaye she had been so:
through their quarter century of wedded
life. As a result, she had yearly grown
more timld and unhappy, and he had
waxed dally more bullying and fll-tem-
pered.

“The district attorney.”" he waz snarl-
Ing now, “says I've a perfect case agalinst
that cur, Fletcher. And he savs he'll
press it, If 1 say the word. (That's what
I had him elected for—to jump when [
pull the strings.) But my own lawyers
advise me not to bring sult—the cow-
ards: They seem to think I'd have trou-
bie In proving the libel. 1 don't see why.
But I'll find some way or other te shut
him up! 1'd give fifty thousand dollars
lo any tough who cut his throat far
me!™
“0Oh, my dear! My dear!" protest-
ed  Mrs. Maegon, “you musn't say such

things. even joke. He js—"
“In joke? "Do I look as If T was jok-
Ing? T've always run this place to

sult myself. No one has complalned.
And now this rascally editor—'*

“What a wonderful world thls must
have been for statesmen and finan-
clers and politicians,” she commented,

brightening, *“‘that needn't bother us. All

age as elghteen on the marriage licensed

“I can't, hey?" he yelled. “Watch and
-u.?ucotheu. the pair of you, be-
fore 1 throw %ou out, Go to the gut-
ter where this brat and his father belong,
I'm done with you. Get out!"

“Senator Mason,” sald Tom stiffiy,
|“you're an older man that 1 am, so I
'can't thrash vou for speaking so about’
my father, But neither my wife nor I
will trouble you again, Good-by."

Taking Rose's lcé-chilled hand in his,
Tom led the sobbing girl out of the house.
Mrs. Mason made ms though to rum out
and call them back. But her h

oguinst the wall Davenport mow hurled
himself, seeking to hammer in It some
bresch through which he could drag his
client to safety.

One odd feature In the prosecution's
case had impressed him, and while he set
no especial value on It, yet it was against
this that he begun his assault,

He recalled Mrs. Mason to the stand,

and made her repeat her former testi- | Wa® born.

mony of having entered the date of

Hose's birth in the family Bible. Mrs. |
Mason was In a wretched condition ofi Bhe sank back in her

barred the way.
4 “Oh, my little girl!" walled the fright-
ened woman. “My little, lttle gl

“We're wull rid of her!" scoffed Mason.
“If she could sink to marrying a fellow
ltke that, she's no longer—"'

He broke off abruptly in the midst of
his denunciation. Mrs. Mason had very
quietly collapsed at his feet in a dead
fnint. ’

Walting only to help the sepvants re-
vive the stricken woman, he left the
house angd went to the office of his law-
yers, thence to the district attorney's of-
fice, and back to his own home two hours
later,

He entered the house with &
grim triumph ®n his heavy face.

"Well!” he grunted, sns his wife came
to meet him, 1 fancy young Fletcher

look of

is settled pretty satisfactorily at last,
And his father, too."
"Oh!" Interposed Mre. Mason; “you've

heard, then? I'm so glad!"”

“Heard?' he querfed. ‘‘Heard what?*
“I=1 thought you had, by the way
you spoke,”" she replied. “Rose called me
up fifteen minutes ago She's at the
Fletchers. She says Tom's father and
mother behaved beautifully about the
marriage and that they're ever so nice
to Rose. She and Tom are to live there
for the present, and mr. Fletcher e
gving to give Tom a job at—"

teen.' “You ought to be more careful not
“H'm!" he mused unhapplly, "that's{toc make misstatements, my dear,
=0, I'd forgotten. But," he went onichuckled the senator. “You've just made

two In one =entence. Tom (s not golng to
llve with the Fletchers for the present,
but at the county jall. And a littie later
at the state’'s prigon for aboul seven
years or more, Also Mr. Stephen Fletcher
Is not golng to give him a job. The
state is going to do that for him A
nice cozy job at making cane-seated
chalrs or pegging shoes or—"

“What do you mean?’ gasped the wife
“what do you mean?"

“T mean what 1 started to say when
1 teld you Tom Fletcher was ‘settled
pretty satlsfactorily .’ I've just ecome
from the district attorney, and the oM-
cers must be at Fletcher's house by this
time, with the warrant.™

“The warrant?’ she repeated dully.

“For Tom Fletcher's arrest on & charge
of abductlon. FPerhaps you don't know
It, Martha, but in this state the ‘age
of consent’ Is elghteen vears. Rose won't
e elghteen for several months. The man
who marries & girl under elghteen, with-

out her parents’ consent |a liable to
prosecution for the crime of abducting
her. It's a very grave felony. And the

courts treat It with scant mercy. That's
the charge 1 have Just made agalnst
Tom Fletcher. The district attorney has
promised to push It to the very utter-
most.”

She gaped at h!m, speechless with hor-
ror. He went on gleefully:

“That squares my account up te date
with Stephen Fletcher, too, He attacks

me in his miserable newspaper. Very
good. I send his son to the slate's
prison Nobody has ever yet clashed
with Hiram Mason and won out'™

The trial of Tom Fletcher for abduct-
fng and marrying Rose Mason was Mna-
sonburg’'s most sensational law procedurs
of the year. True to his promise to his
patron, the district attorney pressed the
case for the state with a savage vigor
that all but swept the defense off its
feet,

Stephen Fletcher and hizs wife had har-
boared the unhappy Rose In thelr hame

from the start, liss for her own sake, |
than aes a parental Jduty to their son. |

Dally she went to the courtroom with |
them. She insistedion dning this, In the
hope that her pressnce might Le of com-
fart tn her boy-husband,

It was a tedious task to empanel a
jury. as the prosecution dreaded the effect
of the young couple’s unhappy plight
upon the average juror: and as Daven-
port, Tom's shrewd counsel, waa ever
on the alert to keep the district attorney
from packing the box with sateliteg of
Mason's

But at
hauted, the jury wasg complete and
trial begun

The district attorney set forth the
state’'s case, and prepared to eatablish ft
Davenport fought him every step of the
way. But It was g losing fight. The law
wag clear, the facts were evident.

The marriage llcense hlank was pro-
duced in court. Rose's handwriting on
It was lentified It was seen she had
started to write “‘seventeen™ after the
query ae to her age, and that she had
Inboriously crossed out the half-written
word and substituted “‘eighteen” for (t.

Sepator and Mrs. Mason were called
to the stand, one after the other. to tes-
tify that she was not yet eighteen At
the senator's own suggestion, the Masons'
family Bible wag Introduced ne evidence.

Thiz enormous Bible had been in the

last the challengea were ex-
the
-

Magson family for more than two cen-
turies. In {its ‘“statistics pages” the
birth of seven generations were re-
corded.

The last entry was In Mrs Mason's|
own old-fashioned hand. 1t read:

Rose, daughter of Hiram and Martha
Mason, born September 1 1598

“Gentlemen of the jury.” =aid the dis-
trict attorney, after Mrs. Mason had
tearfully verified the entry, "vou ob-
Roge Mason was horn on
1888, The date of her mar-
Fletcher—as attested
in the city records, which von have seen
—wnas June 2, 196, Therefore, It Is proven
Fletcher married her when!

He stopped short, with a grunt. Two
people—a man and a fgirl—had entered
the room. The man paused near the
door. In the dim light. Mason did not
at once recognize him. The girl came
shyly forward, -

At slght of her the glower vanished
from Mason's face. He and his wife
jumped to their feet In happy excite-
ment.

“Rose!” they cried in unison.

“Dad!—mother!” sald Rose, nervously,
kissing them one after the other. "T've
some news for you. Bome tremgndous
news.  Promise not to be angry.”

“Angry with you, you preclous little
girl?" laughed Mason Indulgently, ‘“‘not
much! What i= this “tremendous news?’

Drawing Tom forward from the
curtalned gloom of the doorway, Rose
summoned all her courage and answered:

“We were married this morning, Tom
and I. Just a half an hour ago. We—"

An inarticulate roar of truly dreadful
feracity from the senator interrupted her
faltering confession.

“Murried?’ he sputtered, his bull-
volce drowning a lesser cry of dismay
from his wife. “Marrled to—to Stephen
Fletcher's son? You're—you're not!"

innocently, “before newspapers were in.| 2rve that

vented!” September 7,
“I'm going to shut up that news-|T!8%® to Thomas

paper,”” he growled unheeding, “If it

takes every cent I have. And I'm go- Jun

ing to get' back at Steph Fletcher | that T

she wag one day under the age of sav-
enteen-years-and-nine-months. T  have
shown vou the section of the Penal Code
which declares that marriage to a girl
under the age of eighteen years, without
the consent of her parents, constitutes
the crime of abduction. Tt has been
shown i(hat Rose Mason's parents did
not give thelr conzent to this marriage.
The state’'s case la proven as It stands.
We rest.”

Perhaps in that whole courtroom the
moat inveterate nand reckless gambler
would not just then have wagered one
penny Against one milllon dollars on
Tom Fletcher's chances of acquittal

His mother surreptitiously wiped her
eves, and In her heart she prayed wlth_l
an angulsh of Aread for a miracle to|
save her boy. Stephen Fictcher's thin
face was masklike. But hls clenched
hands gripped each other so convulsive-

Iy thet the nails bit deep into the palms.
Mrs. Mason was weeping aloud.  Her,

husband’'s iron visage was stamped with|
& cold triumph. He had crushed his foe. |
Tom gat very still, very rlgld, very,

calm. He dared not glance toward the
horror-stricken Rose lest he lose con-
trol of himself at sight of her heart-
break. Yet he longed unspeakably to
fort her, to tell her he was glad to

“But 1 am, dad,” Rose Insisted, very
pale, but with a resolve to stand her

ground. “And won't you forgive us,
please? We love each other, so!
Please, dad, dear! Please!"

But Senator Mason was beyond reach
of appeal from the sweet young volce
or from the tear-brimming eyes raised
so piteously to his distorted face,

“Married?" he mouthed hoarsely, over
and over agaln, his volce grotesque In
Its uncontrolled ferocily ‘and chagrin.
“sfarried? Married?”

Of a sudden he whirled to face the

bride and groom. )
“Clear out of Nere, both of you!" he
shouted. “Clear out and keep out! Rose,
you have married a scoundrel's son and
you've disgraced me by dolng it. After
thiz your ways are his, not ours. I wash
my hands of you!" ’

suffer for her dear sake,

Davenport, above all the lav-members
of the audience, knew how desperately
hopeless was his young cllent’'s plight.
For, being versed in every phase of the
law, he saw the absolute perfection of the
district attorney's case. There was not
a loophole, there was not a legal tech-
nicality, not a flaw, of which the defense
could take advantage or whereby a mo-
tion could be made for a new trial

But, being of the bulldog breed, Daven-
port would not yield. A lesser advocate
would have been content to make a pa-
thetic plea for mercy, to point out the
Youth and mutual love and Innocence of
fll-intent on the part of the young cou-
ple—hoping thus to soften the fury's ver-
dict or to lengthen the ensuing smtence,{

But that was not Davenport's way. In
frant of him arose the towering wall of
evidence Toms~a wall that he be-

against
lm.m absolutely impregnable. Yet

nerv . and bordering upon break-
down. But she gave her evidence with-
out a flaw, and all could see It was the
truth.

“Mrs, Mason.” went on Davenport,
“¥ou have testified that you wrote this
entry In the Bible, end that you did so
within three weeks after Rose Mason
was born. How dld It happen that her
father did not write 1t

“He was not at home,” gaild Mrs. Ma-
son. “He wae In Europe. He had gone
to Moscow on legal business for the gov-
ernment. He was absent from this coun-
try for ten months. e did not return
until Hose was nearly four months old.””

“I see. We will go into that later, Mrs.
Masron, do you know the law requires
that u record be made of every birth.
marriage or death™

“l did not know."*

“"Do you know that there is absolutely
no record in the board of health archives
of Rose Mason's birth>

“No."

“There is nut. 1 examined the archives
while 1 was preparing this case. There
Is no record there of her birth. Yet you
have sald she was born in this city on
Beptember 3, 158"

“Your honor,” spoke up the distriot
attorney, “that Is readily explained. Mrs.
Mason has said she knew of no such
law. Senator Mason was absent from
home—"*

"It your honor pleases,” sald Daven-
port, “that §s no excuse. The law does
not require the parents to make such
entry. It is the province of the attending
physlclan—whether in the case of birth
or death—and of the clergyman and the
license clerks in the ecase of a marriage.
Mrs. Mason,” he resumed, turning again
to the witness, “what physician was in

nttendance when your daughter, Rose,
was horn?"

“1-1 den't remember”" fallered Mrs.
Mason,

“You Jon't remember the physiclan

who attended you when your enly child
wias born? exclaimed Davenport aston-

3 G
“No."
“Then what nursa did you have?
“Sarah Walters," sald Mrs. Mason.

“Bhe was with me from the year of my
marrliage untll Ave yvearg ago."

“1 know the Walters woman,” answer-
ed Davenport, "slic I8 now acting as
housekeeper in my sister's family. With
the court's permiesion I shall rend for
ber to—"

“No!” intervened Mrs Mason flurried-
Iy, "Now that I come to think of it.
farali was not with me when Rose was

born, 1 remember now. She was threat- |,

eticd with consumption—tuberculosis—and
I sent her to Baranac for nearly a year,
She returned to us just before Senator
Mason got back from Europe *

"Then who did act as_ your nurse at
that time™"

“I—=1 don't recall.”*

"Mrs, Mason'!" exclaimed Davenport,
"do you mean to tell the court that any
mother can forget such Imporiant
‘umstances attending the birth of her
only «<hild? You cannot remember
name of the doctor or Lthe nurse?
Is your family physician?"

“Doctor Colfax.*

“How long has he attended your fam-
Uy

“1—1 don't know
I think."

“Then he must have altended
when Rose was born and he must have

Wha

Since my marriage,

seems to have nexlected to make men-
tton of It In the way prescribed by law,
I will ask leave to cail Doctor Colfax.
He §5—

“No!' again broke In Mrs. Mason, with
visibly Increasing nervousness *“T re-
member now that he was not in at-
tendance.™

| o
“You did not eall in your own family hard work,

doctor then? And you cannot remember
who was called iIn? There have never
been more than four physicians at a time
in Masonburg. There are three others. In
the meantime—*

“Your honor!' erfed the district attor-
ney, noting Mrs. Mason's aspect of panie

terror, “I have listened patlentiy to this|T¢nts almost as soon as

i
|

clr=|

the |

|and threats

you |

hold his love If we had a child. While
he was in Europe 1 went to the Foundling
asylum at Butler, and—adopted Rose.
Bhe was so little and puny, that I could
tell him she was three months younger
than ehe really was And | wrote It that
way in our Bible. She wasn't my baby
at all. 1 don't know whose she was. Her
mother died at the hospital when she
She was a stranger in the
town. They gave me the records of Rose's
birth at the asylum and—"

chalr, erying and
writhing, in helpi aband

Amid the uproar which the judge’s
gave| falled to check, Tom Fletcher for
the first time let hia eyes rest on Rose'n
To the horrified girl his look of stark
amaze was one of disgust. Bhe cowered
before it and pressed her hands over her
eyes, 5

“let him take her!" gnarled Mason's
strident volce, above the din.’ A foun-
dling brat is it wife for & son of Stephen
Fletcher.”

“Fit for my son?"
in & gush of contempt.
nameless foundlings, we Fletchers!'
have the marriage annulied and—"

“Order!” screeched the clerk. while the
gavel pounded splinters from the desk

Rose walted to hear no more. With
the gasping moan of & hurt animal, she
ran from the room.

Tom, getting a glimpse of her
sprang after her. But
thrust him back

“Walt t1l! you're formally discharged,

shouted Fletcher,
“We don't marry
Iru

face,
the attendant

youngster!” growled a policeman. *“They'll

Out into the street rushed the ter-
rified girl. In her ears rang the bitter
insults of Mason and Fletcher., Stamped
deep Into her tortured memory was the
suppoged disgust she had read in Tom's
eyen. .

She was nameless, outcast, lonthed ' And
the burden was greater than she could
bear.

On she ran without definite aim or pur-
pose, knowing only that & curse had
fallen upon her and that her loved ones
had thrust her from them.

Presently she came to a halt. She had
strayed to the very brink of the lake,
at the town's edge. Before her. rippled
the blue waters. And bencath those wa-
ters lay—forgetfulness and peace

The horror-apasm was smoothed from
the white young face. The agony no long-
er racked her tormented soul. Here was
refuge from everything,

Blowly, but as calmly and jovously as
2 mald to her bridal, she stepped forth
into the sparklingly inviting rippies.

The waler caressingly lapped her tired
fret, Now it encircled the slender walst,
and now It had risen to the white young
throat

Onward ghe went, bravely, eagerly. And
the pitying waves closed above her

While the doom of the young bridas
troubled the consciences of those enwet-

ing various roles in the traged;, the
greater question was leflt vnansacrid—
the question of “"Who's Guilty ™

(END OF TENTH STORY .,

of star-spengled campalgn speeches
the court language is Yiddish
Near Delancy sireet, where we

chuck eighty per cent of our garment
makers when they are not at their
work benches, Yiddish and cash down
are the only two mediums of expres-
slon through which one can always
be understood. When an Irishman.
& Hungarian, an Italian, &8 German and
s Russian get together to put through
a deal which will supply second-hand
clothing for all the plantation darkles
next se n, they use a jargon which
is the oulgrowth of all the Yiddish
dialects of Europe. And usually the
Irishman’s tongue wags as fluently as
any.

Grandmother Goldsteln chose to
in that neghborhood
In vain did her progeny beseech her
0 move up town and be stylish EShe
iked to visit their flats with such
shining plumbing and polite janitors
In the summer, she went with them
to grand hotels where Jewish familles
flocked to frolic in sand and sea and
sandwiches and soft drinks. But firm-
ly she resisted all attempts to trans-
fer her to Harlem

“People will think we can't make
money” walled the sons, “{f we leave
our old people behind in such set-
tHngs"

The daughters arifully pointed out
that they needed her more, as married
women, than when they were little
girls. Grandmother resisted pleadings
Ehe said she would learn

live

|to use a telephone and they could talk
to her just as ecasy But she siayed
(In three little rooms just off Grand
street, and continued to do her mar-

|Industry, the little old woman seemed .

i 1
some record of her birth, even though he |X€!!AE from pushcarts

Indeed. after the children and grand-
children had been lifted out of the
downtown ghetto by good fortune and

really
ica.
In

to become reconciled to Amer-
During her young msarried [ife
this country, she had been home-
sick, 111, tormented with poverty and
Ehe =aw her children grow
up—and away from her—caught in the
terrible American life in which old
customs Wwere neglected, old tradi-
tions flouted, old-country wavs ridi-
culed. The impatient yYoungsters be-
came Americanized with cruel rapidity

secrel”
odd years of

Every
In this land of the free and home 'an hour

for the first time
married life
morning eft
after grandfather
|the store, and every night she stole in
|about an hour bhefore the tlime =she
{usuglly expected h uilt became
| her, for she grew rosy and round
jand chuckly

“She's forgotten.”
much relieved

Weeks went

in her forty-

shs« home haif

went to
tm
the

said children,

By and stiil they d&i4
not surpect the family was on the
verge of & scandal. Then Morris and

Jacob, making & brief call in Delancy

iolreet. were horrified to discover what
a base decelver their mother had be-
cCome

i They found her behind a pusheart
|sheltered in the clammy shadow of the
| big bridge, selling five cent dish
towels—two for five unhemmed Their
| #hrill protests and attempts to take
her away resulted in a small-slzed
riot Grandmother boxed their ears
finally and made them sit on soap

|boxes 1o wait until she had completed
the sale

“Now I will tell you,” she sald, T
am my own woman. If it shames the
family 1 am sorry., but »ou need not

There s no shame
in good business I am pot disgracing
the family I am now running five
pushcarts and 1 have seven men work-
ing for me 1f that'is a family shame,
you have more pride than sense”™

The two sons explained to the fam-
{11y eouncil which met to try the de-
|flant grandmother that she seemed to
|be telling the truth because one of
|her workers had toild him she sold
| household linen and. cheap underwear
| herself and had men selling for her
|notions and vegetables and fish

Grandfather Gvoldstein Eal
snd sllent. Never in all thelr married
lfe had she been pecret or deflant
The sons scolded The daughters
wept. They talked about family pride
fand haat and smells and street nolse
“Aind't it 1 brought »ou up besper
Inor that? Aindt 1 told you to be
:;\l'rv‘-?‘h‘!np" demanded the old culprit
| with anger

“Do you want our
|we don't love our mother
‘take care of her.” shrieked
Yiddish. "“We got money in Amer-
jlen, there ix no need for old people
‘[t work In America. an old lady ia
Eot a right to stay at home in
America where there e prosperous

come and see it

dazed

friend=s to think
enough to

Jacob in

[thnl separated them from their pa- sons the mother—*

they were

line of {rrelevant, incompetent and imma- | PIE énough to toddle out to play

terial questioning, because | know my

Mrs. Goldstein was not one of the

learneq opponent has a hopeleas case, But | Many foreign women who never learn

the time of the court |s bheing tampered
with. 1 request to know what the name
of any physician has io do with the fact
that Thomans Fletcher Is guilty of abduc-
tion, and—"

“Thomas Fletcher has not yet
proven guilty of abduction,
honor,” contradicted Davenport
whole questlon of his possible
hinges on Rose Mason's heing
than eighteen years old
court record of her age.
must be established by c%nlernpnrlry
witnesses and by similar testimony,
The only known witness is a woman
who apparently recalls no detall of
her child’s birth except that she sayvs
she, three weeks later, made an entry
In a family Bible. The Bible, your
honor, I8 a sacred and unimpeachably
truthful book. But its sacred unim-

gullt

The

peachability does not include the rec-
ords that are placed in it by fallible
mortals. Especially, by a woman

who=e memory has proven ao eccen
trically defective as this witness
crave permission to go on with my
questions."

“1 object! cried the district attor- |the training of a lifetime.

ney.

“Objection overruled,” decided
judge, after a moment's consideration.
"“Go on, Mr. Davenport.”

The district attorney took excep- |litled eldest =on

tion. The exception was noted.
enport resumed:

“Mrs. Mason, you have testified to
making a certain entry in your family

Dav-

Bible. You were not under oath when
you wrote that entry. You are under
oath now. Do you molemnly swenr,

in the presence of Almighty God. that
Rose Mason was born on September 3,
1888

“I—1 don't know,” whispered Mrs.
Mason, greenish white and panting.

“Trink, madam'" urged Davenport,
with fearful earnestness, “think. be-
fore sou answer. When you speak
under oath it is not to & mere lawyer
you are speaking, nor even to the
court, but to your Creator. To the
Creator to whom ¥you must one day
give account of that solemn oath's
sanctity or violation. 1 ask you agaln
—was Rose Mason born on September
3. 18887

“No—no!" whispered the ghastly and
shuddering woman,

A gasp ran through the courtroom. The
cistrict attorney lurched to his feet, but
sat down again. .

“I—the records—on June 1, 188" mum-
bled the witness.

“Gentlemen of the jury,” proclaimed
Davenport, his volee ringing with glad
excitement. "“You have seen the mar-
riage record. It is dated June 2, 1516. At
the time of her marriage Rose Mason was
eighteen years and one day old. She was
of legal age to marry. The charge of
abduction falls to pleces. The—""

"1 object!” bawled the dumfounded dis-
trict attorney. *'The witness has become
confused and—""

“It's true! It's true!" wept Mrs. Ma-
gon, all at once breaking inte a spasm
of hysteria, and springing up from the
witnees chair. “It is true! I ean't lie to
the Almighty. Rose was eighteen last
month. And—and she {sn't my child
at all. We had been married seven vears,
Hiram and I. We had no children. He
longed for a child. And we were draw-
ing apart, because we had none. He was
getting tired of me. 1 thought ] could

less ' 10 convince
There is "o;old woman s place Is in the home
date |

all cruel to make her sit with folded
‘handm., If the children had ruled en-
|tirely they would also have made

||[_\' what an English estate is to a|

|Eng!|sh. She was "old country.” but
merited the description of irreverent
{ grandchildren who described her as |
| "some old girl” " She helped Grand-|
| father Goldstein in his business and
been |Plcked up English through that But
your |28 she grew older and the family

“The |ldeals progressed it took the combined

efforts of father, sons and grandsons
her that, In America, an

Retirement
complished in
great heartache

fram business was ac-
many mutterings and
Grandmother came

from a long line of traders and bat-
gaining, huying and selling were ag!
much a part of her life as cooking

and baby tending. She thought them

Grandfather Goldstein close his grub-
by second-hand furniture shop in Al-
len =treet But the old man was

. |backed by the traditions of patriarchal | WOMEN" ribbon
1 | dominance, and he refused to "be =

loafer an' a bum™

Grandmother had to try to congquer

In Am-

sterdam. the market stand where her

‘h!'falher s0ld everything from antique

brass to fresh egg= was to her fam-
Generations  had
stood there on the scrubbed bricks
and bought and sold and traded un-

der the scant shelter of thes white,
tent-like top. She had been the pride
of her father, who encouraged her

shrewdnes=, tact, and judgment When
she married and came to America, her
usefuiness in the shop Kept her close
to her husband and she was in touch
with the new life as few foreign
wives cran be because they are im-
prisoned in their Kkitchens and learn
of this country only through their
tired husbands and heedless children.

Grandmother's sons had inherited a
good business instinet Beginning
with =econd-hand shoe dealing, they
developed into shoe merchants with
up-to-date stores all over town. They

had nice families, too. Grandmother
Goldstein loved their bables, But
what modern baby can fll a grand-

mother heart nowadays—with such cranky
notions about open air =leeping and no
rocking or feedings between meals
and no sweet things at all? She had
nothing to do In their homes or their

nurseries. And they forbade her to
enter the store at all

At first, she had tried to “make
vigite,” but she never could resist

sticking a word into a bargain or
taking stuff out of the hands of clum-
sy salesmen who might spoll a =ale
and let a customer escape. All day
they made her sit in her neat home,
furnished as nicely as money and her
prejudices would permit She cooked
hia favorite dirhes until Grandfather
Goldstein wag Lhreatened with gout.
And then there was an awful period
when she =at with her hands wrapped
woefully in her apron, silent, cross,
liteless and much given to dripping
tears.

No one noticed when the change

| “(zott dank
imother Coldetein
It me he American
American American
iwhat you calls them—rights yet I
taking them rights mid me
siteacher in the fiat next door
all about it once In Amer-
savs, every womans has goit
to earn a living Your poor
mother has gotia right too I
Elxtesn inrs and 1 went and
igot me =n pushcart Now, In mine
|bank book, 1 got me four hundredt ™
! With one stern eve on her hus-
jhand, Grandmother Goldstein opened
her pocketbook and brought out a
wide pioce of vellow ribbon
“You can't tell anything Amers
ican.,” she praid “1 got it besser nor
you did.”
And in the face
{ scandalized childrer
dren Mrs Goldstein added the climax
her career as an eiderly revolu-
| tionist She put her “‘very n° bank
| book back inte her stocking for safe-
| keeping—and pinned a “VOTEE FOR
on her shawl
| Coparight, &

Grand-
u, want

! am

have

irnterrupted
*That all yo

sie

for to

women

am for

right
lold
| hadt

me

of

her cowed and
and grandchil-

1o

1 Panama Isthmus Rising.

| The Fanama Canal will not be swale
lowed up by an earthquake in the future,
Ia\nd the troublesome alides now belng en-
leountered eventualiy wil] be conguered
This i# the opinion of Donald F. MacDon-
tald. former canal geologist, now connect-
|ed with the Federal Bureau of Mines,
I‘The results of his studies on the isthmus
|are embodied In an officlal report to the
| bureau
While through seismic disturbances
{the carth’s crust on the whole {sthmus is
|rising aut the rate of Lhree feel every
Lundred vears, this will only mean a M-
|tle additional expense in dredging the big
waterway, Mr. MacDonald says The
jcause of the rising, he declares Iz the
|*inking of the ocean bottom outside the
{isthmian shore waters

Discussing the slides, Mr, Macdonald
istates that in many cases the Immediats
tause was the oversteepness and height
{of the slopes, the blasting and other work
latiributable only to man. He adds that
:lho geologle conditions were not suffi.
|clently considered in the first plans fom
(digEing the Culebra Cut.
| Recent reports that the Gatun rockm
iwould In time wsoften into mud, when
|Gatun Loake filled, and thus the locks and!
jdam would sink, heve not the slightest
'frnundsllf\n on Eenlogic data, declares Mr,'
Macdonald

Monotonous Introductions.

There ix & remarkable monotony about
the opening= of speeches In the house of
COMMOons n Wednesday forty-five
specches (not counting brief «fforts In the
way of interjections) were delivered, and
in thirty cases the speeches begman with
the first person singular. Only fifteen
members could think of anything more
original. Omne was Mr. Warwick Brookes,
but even his malden speech began: “In
i rising to say & few word: | should like ™
etc. An anaiysis shows ghat T beg” was
used four Ymes “1 should like ™
I am sure” and “'1 wish” were each the
opening of three members. “T would
Hke,” 1 think.,” and 1 desire” had two

came about Grandmother had been |each I hope," 1 do not rise,” 1 should
80 spiteful and hateful that the |pot,” "1 want to ask” 1 was hoping.*
children made brief visits and were |l do not wish.,” "1 have not.”” I asso
glad to hurry away from her temper- |ciate myscll.” 1 agree.” 1 am quite
ish outbursts. They did not know that |sure.” and 1 acknowledge’ wers sach
Grandmother Goldsteln had “‘started a used once.—Manchester




